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The Catlow Spears and there ghost wariows. 

The people of Catlow had always been proud of their history, and the discovery of the ancient 
spearhead only added to their sense of heritage. The Catlow Spears were a symbol of their past, 
a reminder of the bravery and strength of their ancestors. 

But there was something else that the people of Catlow were aware of, something that had been 
whispered for generations. It was said that the spirits of those who had fought with the Spears 
still lingered in the land, watching over their descendants and protecting them from harm. 

Most dismissed this as mere superstition, but there were those who believed that the spirits were 
real. And they were not wrong. 

One night, a group of treasure hunters arrived in Catlow, hoping to find the missing bronze 
collar and other artifacts that may have been buried with it. They thought they were alone, but 
they were wrong. 

As they dug deeper into the earth, they disturbed the spirits of the past. Suddenly, the air was 
filled with an otherworldly sound, a haunting melody that echoed through the hills and valleys. 
The treasure hunters froze in terror as they saw the apparitions of ancient warriors emerging 
from the ground. Their eyes glowed with an eerie light, and their weapons glinted in the 
moonlight. 

The spirits of the past had been awoken, and they were not happy. They had come to protect 
their heritage, and they would not let anyone desecrate their sacred land. 

The treasure hunters fled in terror, leaving behind their shovels and picks. The Spears of Catlow 
had once again shown their power, and the people of Catlow knew that their ancestors were still 
watching over them, ready to fight and protect. 
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